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To Jesse and Nick: 

1 thoroughly enjoyed our time together on Wednesday. Thinking about it afterwards 
I thought we did a fine job but was sorry we hadn't talked some about our 
teache^.They were mainly six fine women. 

The following is how I saw them:- 

Miss Florence Somers was the head of the school. She was tall strong and kind in both 
body and spirit. I don't remember her teaching any of our classes but her presence was 
evident and reassuring. Before graduation she talked to each of us privately suggeshng 
what she saw of our strengths and our weaknesses.One of my weaknesses was and still 

is, being too opinionated! a c- i. 

When illness prevented my participation in our final demonstration Miss Somers sent 

me a large bouquet of roses; a kindness that moves me still. 

Miss Charlotte Layton, 1 saw as the executive secretary of the school and Miss Somers' 
right hand "man" .She concerned herself with each student as a person and was always 
ready to help us with our problems. 

Miss Dorothy N.R. Jackson was a respected and distantly admired teacher of 
gymnasHcs, Zeroise classes (or should I say "Calisthenics") and swimming I remember 
when we were perfecting our crawl stroke. We would hold onto the side of the pool 
and practice kicking and breathing timing while Miss Jackson sang Three o clock m e 
morning" and "one-two three-;one-two-three" over and over again. 

When the Margaret Eaton School amalgamated with the University of Toronto Miss 
Jackson moved with the school. After graduation we heard of her winning 
competitions in ballroom dancing. 

Mrs.Shirley Naylor taught tap dancing , folk dancing and singing games. She was closer 
to our age than the other teachers so we had a more familiar relationship to her.Sne 
was a gentle pleasant woman. 

Mrs. Elizabeth Wardley Raymer taught health education, and physiology I thir^.I don't 
know how to describe her. 1 had a great deal of respect for her but didn t ever e^ 
knew who she was.She wrote a very beautiful long poem ( a copy include J o w ic 
we danced an interpretation. 

Mrs. Allen was a tadl ,graceful,beautiful woman. She taught modern dance and probably 
choreographed the movements for our interpretation of Mrs. Raymer s poem. 

1 don't remember who taught us anatomy at theUniversity of Toronto - My main 
memory there was of dealing with actual cadavers. 



I think it was in our first year that we had a short term of elocution with Mrs. Dora 
Mayvor Moore.There was an auditorium with stage in our building. 1 am presuming it 
was from the days when our builing housed the Eaton's Girls Club and somewhere 
^ along the way there was the Margaret Eaton School of Literature and Expression.We 
T performed on the stage reciting poetry as we learned to speak clearly, enunciate fully 
and project our voices. 1 remember reciting "To Lucasta on Going to the War" a 
dramatically romantic farewell ending with "I could not love thee dear, so much. 

Loved I not honour more." 

I also remember that in my first job as Physical Education Director at Brantford YWCA 
at the age of 19, 1 was responsible for chaperoning young ladies to the armed forces 
camps near by. There was no way I could project my voice sufficiently to organize 
dances with so many men and no microphone. What a "shemozzle" that was!! 

The only other teacher 1 remember was "Mr. Nature" whose real name I don't 
remember if I ever knew it.He was at Lake Couchiching camp in September of our first 
year. I think he taught us tennis and maybe archery and certainly Nature study. 

I would remind you that all thisj^^"As I saw it" from the memo^ of an old woman in 
her 85th year, about events 65(te^?ago. The accuracy of details'4uestioable because 
memory does play tricks! 
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Show us a need we can fulfil 
Show us a sorrow we may distil 
Show us a weakness we can mend 
Show us the cause we must defend! 

Show us the meaning and all of life 
Show us the way and point us a path 
Show us the things that are worthy and true 
Show us the things that we must do! 

Now we see a world in sorrow 
Bravely marching toward the morrow 
Our young strength might strength renew 
Deep in the heart of that long review 
Marching, marching, into Time 
Find us places in that line! 



Let us join the measured beat 
Which will take our eager feet 
On the path where trials meet 
Point out the foes we must defeat! 

Life fill us with living; assign us our parts 
Try out our courage and test our young hearts 
Leave us not empty and fraught with despair 
Give us our burdens, our travail to bear! 



Questioning, querying, begging, beseaching 
Into the future with eager hands reaching 
Tell us oh life, what we can do. 

These are the things we bring to you. 



These are the gifts we have to bring 
To humbly place as offering — 

Arms that are strong and long to endure 
Feet that are steady and light and sure 
Ears that are tuned to life’s voiceless cries 
Eyes that scan keenly life’s worried skies 
Thoughts that are searching the mysterious blue 
Straining and yearning for life’s greatest truths 
Love which compels us, holds us, and binds 
Us to our country, our people, our kind. 

^ Questioning, querying, begging, beseeching 
Into the future our eager hands reaching 
These are the things we bring to you 
Tell us, oh Life, what can we do! 

Elizabeth Wardley Raymer 
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Sylvia Ridgway is a non-traditiorttl Batik>Srtist working 
out of her home studio in Victoria; Prince Edward Island. 
Batik is an ancient technique of fabric decoration using a 
wax resist method. The images and colours of Prince 
Edward Island are captured in her unique landscapes, 
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